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SONG #119 FROM THE ULTIMATE FAKE BOOK 

 

Here we are, little pint of cider, 

nearly drunk with invention, singing 

an improvisation in G 

to the snakes in the trees 

and the hissing beetles 

battling in smoky shade. O 

little flower of necrosis, see! 

I am naked, adrift 

in this wilderness 

on a loosely-lashed raft. 

Below me, the river stirs 

with many-toothed fish, 

the small gray kind 

who are underpaid and hold grudges, 

schooled in the wily arts 

of insurrection. 

Above me, the deft birds, 

with their blurry punctuation, 

their daft and noisy counterpoint: 

Look at me!  Look at me! 

And I am looking, O 

coda of the green mind, O unformed 

thought, for a polysyllabic word 

meaning threnody, rhapsody, 

the throat filling 

with the unspeakable 

and then letting it go. 

  



 
 

QUEEN’S GAMBIT ACCEPTED 

 

O liminal world   O limbic system   O book 

Of luminous things is there anything so arresting 

As a naked woman? Well? 

 

In my box of shadows— 

Shady toxins, vials of lovely evils, petals 

Stolen from a velvet tree. I open it, 

 

Often, to touch the secret things. 

Light—the day’s sweet tremolo; the story of yes, 

Unabridged & presented 

 

Without commercial interruption— 

I keep in a box rarely opened, 

Stashed behind my books. O phenomena, 

 

Your spatulas are a marvel. O noumena, 

You’ve chocolate in my peanut butter. 

A freakish accident, even 

 

By circus standards. You are shapely, O, 

If a bit orbital, which is why  

You’re sometimes mistaken 

 

For your doppelganger, zero. 

This evening, a bit drunk on starlight,  

We escaped over the escarpment, 

 

Got out of the garden without a map 

Or a recon team, four tangled legs  

Dancing ahead of the dogs.  

 

We were laughing,  

The little engines behind our ears  

Pulling back the curtains.  



 
 

YOU CAN’T GET THERE FROM HERE 

 

Increasingly, right means left. Unless you really mean  

left, in which case it’s something else entirely. 

 

The sign points right, where the pock-marked road 

doubles back and spires waver in the middle distance. 

 

It’s impossible to tell where the parabola ends 

and parable begins, though if you dial the number 

 

a clerk may tell you. Picture him in a white shirt 

as he speaks of polar coordinates and tangential angles. 

 

Rising out of red mist, the blue horse bleeding. 

Steam rising from a spray of piss. The terror, yellow. 

 

You want to enter the cloud but, unlike Nietzsche, 

come out the other side, free. You circle the block  

 

looking for a side street, an alley, a way  

in. You’re in the wrong part of the alphabet— 

 

a U or a T, for example—at a time when schoolyards 

are boxed with concertina wire, videotaped, manned 

 

by dogs. It seems your work is never finished, 

you whose name is a voiceless stop, a hard consonant 

 

on the end of a reprimand, an airship’s gunfire. 

Everyone here speaks a different language, 

 

understands the difference between castle and town, 

satisfied with the ergonomics of place. Who can blame them? 

 

Their earliest lullabies praise the horse, his body ribboning 

into myth, into brick. Whole religions are raised 

 



 
 

on the sweeping gesture. Cities like bones from pitch. 

The sun swivels in its socket like the horse’s terrified eye.  

 

A black mushroom divests the air of air. 

A balloon, though anchored, sways like a dancer. 

  



 
 

GARDENERS 

 

All day long we pull children out of the garden, 

plop them on yellow chairs to wait. 

 

If they cry we give them a swatch of color 

to wave at angels. Here we are! 

It helps to believe. 

 

Why do they burrow in dirt?  Surely, 

God hasn’t become a root again. 

 

There’s nothing down there but more down-there— 

landfills with the residuum of other decades, 

turned over topsoil, China. 

 

There’s the matter of transuranic waste: a valentine  

from the department of future thinking. 

 

Now that we’ve automated growth, no one 

wants a generation of diggers. 

Moles do that. And emperor beetles. 

 

There’s nothing holy 

about scrounging for dead things. 

Leave the old world to the insects. 

 

We want to live in an environment of innovation. 

Shiny buildings. Shiny books. Shiny breasts. 

The perfect golf course where four rivers meet. 

  



 
 

TRUE LIFE STORIES ABOUT REAL MEN 

 

 In the beginning was the cow 

 and the cow was good, albeit a bit  

 concerned about being airlifted  

  

 into a field of angry sunflowers.  

 The wind was sheering; yellow  

 coronas flared in a green sea. 

 

the drunken sophists, declaiming: 

 

we started with gray and worked  

our way into silverware, caught  

by some kind of unholy 

tractor beam from the eighties 

 

there was nothing to do 

but carve ourselves out of bark  

and opium, C4 and placticine and 

trade stories of views of the French Alps 

hanging from an Audi’s door 

 

we shared our one good eye  

and drank until the boatman  

told us to pay or shut up   

 

after last call we waded into the river  

out back and wrestled salmon bare-handed   

held them up still wriggling 

and ate the damned things raw 

  



 
 

POEM THAT BEGAN AS AN ABECEDARIAN 

 

After all this I found my heart, tangled in briar  

and poke weed, buried in the garden,  

beating as if chambered still, a nautilus or shotgun slug  

daguerreotyped and cataloged among the evidence.  

 

Jurors, I present exhibit F: a woman in bra and panties  

gamboling about the kitchen at 3AM, high-fiving  

a spatula, blessing her furniture with the holy water 

of an indoor fountain. Witnesses say she was singing  

some jejune melody she once sang as a girl  

kayaking through mangroves, a captive of love.  

 

Those were lighter days, of course, without the tyrannies  

of minutiae: a mountain of bills; squirrels nattering  

in the attic; June bugs, at dusk, calling olley olley oxen free,  

their black panoplies no match for 2,000 volts zapping,  

zapping, zapping like evening’s repetend.  

 

Too many things passed from my life while I argued  

ontology with a ghost made of dust. It always begins  

with rain, I insisted. Which is why I fell in love  

with a black umbrella, one thin arm bent from wind.  

I love it still, tucked into a corner, the way I love  

everything that’s broken. 

  



 
 

POEM THAT FORGETS IT’S A POEM 

 

This is a poem in the form of an epistle. 

A ripe weed, flower thistle, this, 

My epistolary poem. It says Yes! 

 

Because all things are permissible. 

Even this missive disguised as a poem. 

Concealed, like a pistol. No a 

 

Pistil. Because language flowers. 

Like “Eros” in the letters of “rose”. 

Castile in the petals of Damascus. 

 

Dear Reader: This is a poem about being 

Touched. A poem touching itself, 

Though not reaching 

 

Orgasm. It says, As above, so below, 

Like a flash of panties under fireworks; 

Platonic or Joycean depending on your view 

 

Of epiphany. It’s about seeing, or 

Not, or seeing then not, like the apostle 

Paul blinded on the road to Damascus. 

 

Because of Paul, it includes an ass & 

An angel. It does not include,  

Although it could, Noah 

 

Driven mad in the arc of a wooden womb 

By ceaseless rain, laughing hyenas,  

The she and he thrum of a million insects 

 

Driven by the imperative livelivelive!  

This poem worships the dog 

Of our ancestors, a piebald little beast 

 

 



 
 

Draped in purple satin. Eats bran  

For breakfast. Has a guest appearance 

By Christina Aguilera. A lisp. A box 

 

With a broken hasp. Your animating voice. 

This poem, a torus, does not labor  

Under the illusion of Beginning  

 

And End, and asks you to annihilate 

The difference between you and I, even 

The meaning of words. It’s a humble boat  

 

Cast into the water. An old man folding 

A thousand boats at the edge of Lethe, 

Each bearing a candle for the new world. 

  



 
 

STRANGELY FILED UNDER HAPPINESS 

    

      “I’d rather / taste blood, yours or 

         mine, flowing / from a sudden slash, 

         than cut all day / with blunt scissors 

         on dotted lines / like the teacher told.” 

  —Adrienne Rich, “On Edges” 
 

Is it the gift of an oar, the kidney, or the corporate logo of Christ  

so photocopied it’s become a pear?  The need 

 

to find a root and claim it, if only  

for the story of how we were made to plunge through dirt  

 

to get there? Whatever the flower at the top is advertised as— 

a box of beautiful questions, a dream of stone eyes 

 

under arches—it is also dressed in a ragged strip  

of police teeth. Wild, left 

 

to fend for itself in a one-acre plot near the schoolyard— 

the sound of nothing along the rough-edged fence,  

 

the foot paths worn to ridges,  

but the sacral hum of a power station.  

 

Who is to blame, the sheep dog or the coyote? 

The man with four stones or the woman with three? 

 

Over time, even rocks can be seduced  

by the simplicity of starting over.  

 

Like the barn door on one branch of a certain tree of dreams 

where sparrows swoop from barn timbers, smeared  

 

with the brown of alarm, and curve into light, this is morning. 

On another branch of the same dream, it’s a dog, he’s leaping,  

 

 



 
 

and it’s a headlight. This is evening. For lack  

of a better phrase, we’ll call it the end of love. 

  



 
 

TWO RELIQUARIES 

 

       i.) Nowhere 

 

The wall is a declension of window.  

So many before us made the journey to place  

Stone eyes under the tiny arches.  

 

We knew the eye was a symbol— 

Not of knowledge but a flower— 

 

Just as a bird on the branch is not an image  

Of having but wanting.  

 

The body of the city is stitched,  

With boxes for eggs. Smokestacks like tree roots 

Grown into albumen. A hard place 

 

To get to, snowbound; bridges wracked with faults  

Or rusted with age, leading nowhere. 

 

Only the most resolved try.  

 

Hermetic neighborhoods. Streets that heave  

With disrepair. Boarded windows,  

People stumbling about like cardboard stock.  

 

It is rumored that somewhere a single bird  

sits on a branch.  

 

Anyone who can coax it to sing will enter  

A state of perpetual forgetfulness.  

    

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

     2.) He who has not yet been 

 

The flowers and weeds and long grasses,  

Made of yarn, were not quite  

 

As he remembered. Long untended,  

Dirty; sad in the way of neglected carpets.  

 

There were guns along the walkways  

And ladders made of wood or steel. 

People took their chances defending them.  

 

The city, too, had changed.  

So many unused buildings and signs 

That no longer meant anything.  

These were the houses of the dead. 

 

Those who had not yet died were living 

In the malls now that the hills  

Had been turned into silos.  

 

He wanted to wash their faces in a basin  

Of warm water, one after the other,  

But it was clear this gesture of grace  

Would not be welcome.  

 

He watched a child crayon a tree on the wall.  

He thanked her for the memory and left  

For wherever it was he was supposed to be  

Next. 

  



 
 

WHAT IS OVER, WHAT IS NEARING 

 

The shadows came and cut it out— 
   all of it, including the roots— 
and carted it off on flatbed trucks. 
 
That was yesterday, while you watched from the window. 
 
But today, ah!  You've your desires to worry over.  
   The tiny cathedral hiding in your bedside drawer. 
The toilet's rusty bridle. The frost on the demon box, etc. 
 
After all these years the bronzed lovers have greened.  
Even Damocles, 
 
whose sleep was filled with the fear of coins, woke 
overjoyed by lack. 
 
So now: vigilance. For the engine's senile tick, 
 the eggs' fragile torus: 
 
      mice dreaming of the perfect anti-cat salvo;  
 
   debris in the equations for strange attractors. 
 
There and gone, erased. Redrawn. Even now  
an asteroid, slung through the far heavens— 
 
that muscled arc of coming, swing home of coming 
 
that hammer. 
 

  



 
 

THREE ANGELS, A DOOR, AND THE MOON 

 
In the beginning an angel 
carried an anvil out of heaven 
  
and set it in the burning meadow. 
On one curved and indurate arm 
  
he hammered anguish into ice and ice into sky, 
pausing only to wipe blood from his eyes.  
  
A second angel cracked the window 
to jack-wedge the sun into place. 
  
A third upended a bowl of clouds. 
Out of a river of bones sprang  
  
the jerboa and steppe wolves, 
terns and tigers—all 
  
the dusty beasts of justice, 
as-yet-unmolested by mites, etc. 
  
This was the end of the age of desire 
and the beginning of representation. 
  
Now, beyond an old wooden door  
in the musty basement of the rainbow,  
  
lies the pitted face of the moon.  
A globe of ash and minor light, it weeps  
  
every twenty-eight days, when its dish  
of candy for the sea is empty. 
  



 
 

WHERE NOTHING GROWS 

 
 [1] 
 
The parking lot is strewn 
with the wreckage  
of pumpkins, burned wood  
 
and glass, the air  
a mizzling white a-blur  
with the wings of doves  
 
fighting for pulp and mash. 
If I believed in signs, I'd say  
this promises to be a day of need.  
 
I move through the hours 
with an eye to the glass, watching 
cars scuttle by on the freeway 
 
lambent in headlights. 
The office windows tick  
with sleet. Heat kicks on  
 
while my cursor blinks – 
onoff onoff – as though stunned. 
I watch workers wilt  
 
on the bus home, their heads  
sagging in the harsh light 
like poisoned dandelions. 
 
 
 [2] 
 
There wasn't always this evenness  
of middling light, or cold air with its brace  
 
of winter coming. Just yesterday  
there were wraiths bluing the soft lips  
 
of wild night gardens. Woods brimmed  
with strange music and slow fires, ecstacy. 
 
There was always time – so much time –  
for birth and rebirth, for the bees 
 



 
 

to hum in the orchards, drowsy 
with sweet-rot and sun; always time  
 
to hold the sky by its drawstring  
while clouds drifted over green fields  
 
swallowed in slow-moving shadows; 
time to build and destroy 
 
and rebuild again just for the sheer joy  
of being the demiurge. No one  
 
believed in the death of faith, or  
an end, much less the long death beyond. 
 
 
 [3] 
 
The body has been at war with itself  
since the first separation: 
from Mother, with a lusty  
 
yowl in the bright-lit cold  
of a new room; from Spirit,  
gloved in a raiment of skin.  
 
It calls to itself in strange tongues, 
says enemy, says other 
and walks in the rubble 
 
carrying the war dead, the 
children charred in their play clothes. 
It reaches into the dust 
 
for the jawbone of an ass, angered  
at the right hand, the hipbone 
and the eye. It has known 
 
a beginning it cannot remember, 
and will know an end 
it cannot see, days filled  
 
with calumny, enmity, hands  
clutching rocks, eyes lifted  
skyward for the first signs of rapture. 
 
 
 [4] 



 
 

 
But where is heaven?  In a hollowed 
pomegranate, bubbling  
 
on a spoon?  Secreted, perhaps, 
in a lacquered box with gold filigree. 
 
A kept mistress. A new loft 
built in the scooped-out belly 
 
of the old river mill. Even now, 
in the year of cranes, the tower cranes 
 
are lined up, jibs pointing past 
mounded dirt piebald with snow. 
 
And there is a fence, always a fence, 
separating the new from the old. 
 
And here, where the theater will be,  
there is one also. On one side, lighted  
 
signs and the concrete blocks that daily  
rise like castle walls out of the ashes  
 
of time. On the other, the lot  
where the homeless drink, flushed 
 
from the woods by cold 
and a clear view of retreat. 
 
Some mornings only refuse remains, 
a garbage can dragged 
 
from the park, blackened  
by fire. Smashed glass, frost-covered 
 
and yellowed by lamps, twinkling 
like stars in the hard-packed snow. 
 
It makes me wonder if time does not  
exist, as a mystic once suggested. 
 
Maybe there are only small and grand  
dramas, with their seeds of conflict. 
 
 
 [5] 



 
 

 
Winter, with its top-down lock 
on dimension, its 
insistence on black-and-white, 
is a time of consideration, of cold 
felt as a slowing of blood, the blood 
pulling back into the fact  
of itself, circular 
as the earth's currents 
in the slip of rotation, powered 
by the same engine 
that makes two four, forms 
the heart and lungs, and stars 
out of gaseous clouds. 
 
In the beginning was the Word, 
and the word was a name 
and the name held the thing, 
as saucer does its infinite home 
for cup. But what are things, exactly,  
when all is translated, inverted,  
traveling as signals into 
the brain, some Mind, not 
as things-in-themselves 
but things-as-they-are-perceived? 
What would it mean to doubt,  
except, on the level of sign? 
 
 
 [6]  
 
A blood-red cardinal descends,  
wings outspread before a brilliant scrim  
 
of snow. In the next moment  
he will land and take what he needs, driven  
 
by hunger and a gift of seeds.  
For now I am content to leave him 
 
in the air, a-blur: 
a suggestion of coming– 
  



 
 

SO MUCH OF X IS Y 

 

and I'm careless of the wind blowing  
through the holes in my body, low whistle  
 
of subterranean congress, fore-lit train  
rising into a day buttered with promise. Careless  
 
of infatuations with neon, wolf-hour  
visions of the fifth angel polishing its trumpet  
 
on the eve of destruction; the whip-tag tryst  
of nerve and brain. Those things. 
 
I am on fire, writing letters to the dead,  
swallowing swords—anything to appease  
 
the inventor of sorrow.  Tomorrow  
is a game of euchre with the ghost of midnight,  
 
and I'm an odds-on favorite for resurrection.  
Who knew it would feel this good 
 
to run nude through butterflies? 
The wind is filled with music, 
 
a verse and chorus of birds, a trumpeting  
of orange-flowered vine climbing lattice.  
 
I'm watching the sky while ants march for shelter, 
this itch the nose-burn of ozone,  
 
curl of dog-lip and black tulips, careless 
of skirling sirens. I've been here in dreams, 
 
at the intersection of store-back and alley, 
plastic and alloy, sweet tincture of key and chord. 
 
This is where the song forms, rising out of nothing,  
with little more than a few ideas about itself.   


